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Sassoon, Whose Metres Are Sword Blades
Is probable thnt American ports liaveIT writtrn as many poems of the great

war as English poets have written, al-

though we have more recently entered the
onflict. Rut thoughtful readers will find

it interesting to compare American poetry
of the war with English poetry on the
tunc subject.

Our poets have sung of love for their
country, for France and England, for the
democracy for which wc fight. In their
Terses we read of the sword, the shield
and the other old symbols of warfare.
They refer frequently to historical per-

sonages and especially to Jeanne d'Are.
Their verse is symbolic, idealistic and elo-

quent of the courage that lungs to be
tested.

Poetry Stark and True.
The English poets, however, are not

writing about the imagined moods of war-

fare. They have found the stark truth of
battle. What wc have read and heard
and imagined they know by actual expe-

rience. They say little about "swords"

A Poet of New York

ELIAS LIEBEKMANMs
a poet of New York. Ilis book

of poems, Ptirctl Streets, could hardly
have been written in any other American
city; it could hardly have been written
by a man who was not a typical product
of New York education and New York in-

fluences pins the quickened vision, sym-

pathy and yearning that a man of for-

eign ancestry brings to his appreciation

of tilings Amenc-m-.
From the first poem in the book, I Am

en American, to the poems on the war
with which he closes his volume the note
of idealistic Americanism
is sounded the Americanism that looks

to the future and finds in the most
squalid surroundings the most hopeful
promise of his country's destiny.

Lieberman's poems arc impregnated
with the spirit of democracy and the
poetry in common tilings; the shoemaker
dreams and quests, he says, just as truly
as the knights of old dreamed and sought
their IToly Grail; there is as much magic
and mystery in our own city as there was
in any storied city in Arfby.

He meets Wonder and Youth on a
Fifth avenue bus and travels on with
them happily; he finds the pursuit of
pleasure at Coney Island as romantic a3

the quest of the Golden Fleece by Jason;
he finds a lovely and wistful Spring whis-

pering even in the fish market under the
Williamsburg Bridge.

It may be said that Licbcnnhn never
touches a very high point of poetic in-

spiration; he never is entirely swept off
the earth in a pulse of song that knows
no denying. One is a little too conscious "

of his technique of effects too carefully
planned of a poem written the
occasion demanded it One finds it hard
to quote any one pix:m that is ovctwhelm-ingl- y

beautiful though none arc unin-

teresting. Most of the things he says
have been said before, and said much bet--
ter by such men as Louis Untcrmeyer,
James Oppcnheim, John Hall Wheelock.

The second part of the poem I Am an
American expresses the poet's message as
well as anything in the book :

I an an American,
My father v.a? an atom of Hurt,
My mother a straw in the wind,
To Ilis Serene Majesty.
One of my ancestors died in the mines of

Siberia,
Another was crippled for life by twenty

blows of the kncst;
Tho history of my ancestors is a trail of

blood
To tho palace gate of tho Great White Czar.
But then tho drcr.m came
The dream of America.
In tho ligTit of the Liberty Torch
Tho atom of dust brcamc a man
And the straw in tha wind became a woman
For the. first time,
"See." said my father, pointing to the

flag that fluttered near,
"That flag of stars mid stripes is yours;
It is the cmbVm of the promised land.
It menus, my son, the hope of humanity,

l Live for it die for it! "
Under the open sky of my new country I

sworo to do so;
And every drop of blood in me will keep

that mv.
T am proud of my future.
I am an American.

PAVED STREETS. By Elias Liebixman.
The Cornhill Co. $10.

and little about historical personages.
They write about "frowsty dugouts,'
"'crumps'' and "flares." Healism, irony,
severity, very rough laughter and wist-

ful wonder, all these come to us in poems
from across the seas.

Of the younger Englishmen, Wilfrid
Wilson Gibson has written the best real-

istic poetry of the great war of which wc
have known hitherto. But Siegfried Sas-soo- n,

who hates war almost as much as
he loves England, and who has done his
part on the field of honor, has written war
poems that compare favorably with Mr.
Gibson's be?t work. They are published
in his first book of verse, The Old Hunts-
man, dedicated to Thomas Hardy.

As craftsmen, Mr. Gibson and Mr. Sas-

soon have much in common. Both are
poets of the modern or Georgian type.
They use a plainer diction, freer rhythms
and more democratic themes than those
which appealed to their predecessors, the

But Mr. Gibson is con-

tent to present his pictures and tell his
stories with a certain aloofness and de

BUST OF
CONRAD by Jd
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tachment. Mr. S.vvuion is closer spirit-
ually to every one of his stories and
poems and more personal in his method.

What irony, for example, could have a
keener edge than that in the poem called
The Kiss, which prays for inensatc rage
to make the deeds of battle bearable to
the sensitive man?

To these I turn, in these I trust:
Brother Iead and Sister Steel.
To his Mind power I make appeal;

I guard her beauty clean from rust.

He spins and burns and loves the air,
And splits a skull to win my praise;
Hut up the nobly marching days

She glitters naked, cold.and fair.
Sweet Sister, grant your soldier this:

That in good fury he may feel
The body where he sets his heel

Quail from jour downward darting kisbt

The Candor of Courage.
Terrible as such poems nre, there is

something noble in the intellectual hon-

esty that will cast no over the
thing that must he done, not because it is
beautiful, but because it is necessary.
And this same uncompromising bitterness

A SEA LION CAGED IN KENT.
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glamour

The American boy in France
is very, very far from despondency. He is righting, but
between fights Hey wood Broun knows! He has seen
him in all his moods, and you'll agree that he hasn't
forgotten how to smile when .you read

TheA.E.F.
With Pershing's Army in France
By HEYWOOD BROUN

Hcywood Broun turns the war
clouds inside out. He describes
the daily life of our fighters
their training, their diversions.

xn He shows Jhem joshing a
pretty mam'selle and straf
ing the Hun. Page after
page of delightful, cheery

reading, spiced with
humor and every
word true. Read it and

give him back
smile for smile.
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makes many another poem strong. Aiming
the best of them are Golgotha, tl'cH I'm
Among a HUi:c of I.ight, A Mg-ti- c as a
Soldier, The ltcdcetacr. A Whipcreil
Tale, IWgUtcrs and At Camay. But
many readers prefer the greater M'icnity
of a poem like Absolution:

The anguish of the earth absolves our eves
Till beauty shines in all tluit wc can see.

War is our scourge; yet war has niadu us
wise,

And, fighting for our freedom, we are free.

Horror of wound and anger at the foe,
And loss of things desired; all thew must

pass.
We are the happy legion, for we know

Time's bat a golden wind that shakes the
grass.

The Old Huntsman, the title poem of
the book, is an excellent anil interesting
piece of work. And Mr. Snssoon's talent
is made evident in many a brilliant line
of clean, strong poetry. But it is for the
war poems that hi3 present volume will bo
read and remembered.

THE OLD HUNTSMAN. Hv Siegfeied
Sassoon-- . E. 1. button & Co. $2.

New Publications
SPRING 1918

The Lyrical Poems and
Translations of Percy
Bysshe Shelley.

Arranged In Chronological Order, wftti
I'reface by '. II. Ilcrford. Sm. tto.

Cloth, gM bark ami lde. filiform
with 'Krjt' Poem' Uued by the
pjinif publisher. Price S3 .25 net.

Printed b the Florence Prcsi. Iondon,
England.

Tlie finest piece nf printing Issued
of Ia.fr. Having !foro ti the Krtmvrott
and the ale edition or Shelley, wr
feel rrer to say that this edition Vanfc
with them, and wr heartily commend
It to levers or Shelley, and alternatively
to lovers of good priming."

"atuitlay ieritir (London).

The Social Letter.
A fluid to the Ktlnuette or So Ha I

'nireftMnrieiir, lllii. rated with nu-
merous Kiitm pi r . Kv Mjers.
17mo. Clolti. Price $1.00 net.

War Books

The Aviator's Pocket
Dictionary and Table-Bec- k.

Frrnrh. English and rngllah-Frenr-

A Handbook for the Vntt of Aviator
and Engineer In tho United State
Army baaed on the Official "Vocahu-lalr- e

Uued by the French Wat De-
partment. With Tablea or Measure-
ments In American and Rngllah Mean-nre- a.

and their Metrical Equivalent.
Edited under lite nupenlton of A. Ie(rauiont de tiuklie. O.Sc. of the
French dilation oips. 12mo. Limp.
CloUi. Price tt.OO net. Jtradj in May)

The Aviator's
Elementary Handbook.

A Primer of A rlat Ion and Aeroplane
Marhlne. By A lie (iramont de tiulche,
Il.Mc.. or the lrench Aviation Corps.
Translated by liwlght M. Miner. A. It.,
formerly Teacher of S lence at tbe
Taunlon Itlgli Sc1mh1. Mass. I?mv.
EUnp Cloth Prlco 91.00 net.

Uiccdy in May)

American Caricatures
Pertaining to the Civil War.

Reproduced from tho Originals pub-llnh-

In sheet foiin from tMn to 17?.
New ICdltlon. with Introduction, limited
to 4O0 copies. Oblong, Kmall 4to.
Cloth. Pile 92.00 net.

New Novels

The Man Who Killed.
Br Clmud. Furerc.
net.

Love and liberty,
or Nelson at Naples.

By Alxan4r Dimii.
SI. 40 net.

The Hunt Ball Mystery.
Br Sir VMHUni MaDar.
S1.40 net.

Ramuntcho.
Br Plcrrs Itl.

Kmo. t'lolb. f 1.50

l?mo. Cl.Ch.

l'.'iue. Cloth.

Kmo. Cloth. SI.3J
net.

A Royal Prisoner.
Belnc til. Filth Volume of the Fan-tom-

Krrira of Defective Talra. By
fieri. Sou venire and Marrel Allaln.
17m.. Cloth. tlM net.

lUadv In Matj)

The Ship of Death.
Br Kdnard Stilfrhauer, author of

Inferno." 12mo. Cloth. 91.30
net. llteauu in Maui

There Was a King in Egypt.
Br Norma Irlmer. Author of "A Wife
Out of Kcrpt." "The Cod's Carnlial,"
etc ISm.. Cloth. SI. 10 net.
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Far Sale at all BooViellcri.
faitace Kxtra.


